





’^TBcTTijtorie 

And comes not in, oijer-rulde by prophecies, 

I fcare, die power of Percy is too weakc. 

To wage an inttant triall with die king* 

SirM, Why, my good Lord* you need not feare. 

There is Douglas, arid Lord Mortimer.' 

^Arcb. No, , Mortimer is not there,. 

Sir 7)1 . Butthereis Mordake, V ernon, Lord Hatty Percy' 
A nd diere is my Lord of W orcctter,and a head ' 

Of gallant warriours, noble gentlemen, 

xArch. Audio diere is, but yet the king hath drawn® 

The lpecir.il liead of all chc land together. 

T he Prince of Wales, Lord I ohn of Lancaffcr, 

The noble Wcftmerland, and warlike Blunt* 

A nd many mo cor mals and deare m,cn 
Of cttimadon, and command in araics* 

Sir 1)1, Doubt noc.my L.they lhali be well oppos’d* 

.Arch, I hope no ldTc,yet, need full t’rs to fcare, . 

And to preuent the word, lit Mighel, Ipecd: 

For if Lord Percy thriue not, e’re the king 
DifmilTe his power, he meancs to vifit vs. 

For he hath heard of our confederacie,. 

And, t’issbutwifcdome, to makeftrong againfthimt 
Therefore make hafte, 1 mull goc write again® 

To other friends, and l'o farewell, fir M ighel. Exeunt . 

Enter the King , Prime of lilies, Lord lohn of Un c after Jlxtlt. - 
ofWefu merlartdf iirlWa ’.lterBlunt y andFalfta!ffe, 

King, How bloudily the (wine begins to'peare 
Aboue yon busky lull, the day lookes pale 
At his diftempraturc, 

Triu , T he S out lire n wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes. 

And, by his hollow whittling in the leaues, 

Forctels a tempeft and a blu firing day*. 

King. Then, with die lofers let it !i nip .ithize, 

For- nothing can leeme foule to thofe that winne. 

The trumpet founds , Enter W' wee ft er. 

King. Hownow, my Lord of Worcellevft’is not we!* 

That you and I fiiould meet vpon 1’uchtearmes ^ 




of Mettry the fourth. 

As now we meet. Youhauc deceiu’dourtruft, 

And made vs doffe our eafie robes of peace, 
focrulh our oldhmmesin vngentle fteele; 
pliisis not well, my Lord, this is not well* 

What fay you to it? will you againe vnknic 

This churlilh knot of all abhorred war? 

And moue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did giue afaire and naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d meteor, 

A prodigie of fearc, and a portent 
Qt brocned mifdiiefeto the vnborne times# 

Wat. H care me, my Liege: 
for mine owne part, I could be well content, ... 
Toentertainedie lag end of mv life 
With quiet hourcs. For I prot eft, 

I liaue not fought the day of this dillike. 

King. You liaue not fought it: how comes it uienS 
Fal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
frin, Peace, chewet, peace, 
f for. It pleas’d your maiettie to turne your lookes 
Of fauour, from my lelfe, and all our houle. 

And yeti mutt remember you, my -Lord: 
Wcvverethefirftand cleared of your friends. 

For you my ttaftc of office did I breake 
In Richards time, and potted day arid night 
To meet you on the way, andkille your hand, 
Uiicnyetvou were in place and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I* 

Ittvasmy felfe, my brother and his fonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did outdatc 
The dangers of the time. Y ou ttvore to vs. 

And you did ttveare that othc at Dancafter, 

1 hat you did nothingpurpofe gainft the ftate, 

Nor claime no further, then y our new falnc right, 

1 lie feat of Gaunt, Dukedome of Lancatter: 

1 otliis, we ttvore our aid:but in fhortfpace 
it raind do\vne fortune flio wring on yc ur head, 

A ud fuch afioud of greatnefi'e fell on you, 
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